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OUR FIFTH VOLUME, 





Tus is Pucx’s fifth volume—which is equivo- 
lent to his second birthday. 

Thank you, yes, he finds himself quite well, 
couldn’t be a healthier infantjif he was triplets. 

Puck was originally born in spring—just 
ahead of the violets. He partakes of their 
modest and shrinking nature, which prevents 
his making certain remarks about himself, that 
his Esteemed Contemporaries have generally 
been kind enough to make for him. 

Therefore he will not seize this occasion to 
say that he is the brightest, cleverest, wittiest 
and wisest comic journal that ever appeared. 
Truth, of course, can not be too carefully im- 
pressed upon the popular mind. But what 
would be the object of reprinting the axioms 
of Euclid? 

Therefore he will content himself with lay- 
ing his hand on his cardiac apparatus, and 
thank his friends and allies of the press and 
public for their increasing kindness; with the 
remark that he is ready for a continuation of 
the same, and that whenever it comes, it will 
find him bright and blooming and, best of all, 

PERMANENT. 








CANADA TOO. 


As we go to press we learn that our friend, 
the Postmaster-General of Canada, has taken 
active measures to stop the circulation of Puck 
in that enterprising colony. The Postmaster- 
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General of Canada is an energetic young man, 
who is bound to rise in the world, if it is only 
on some other man’s boot-toe. 

He has issued a circular to newsdealers who 
also hold a stamp license, to the effect that the 
said license will be revoked if they keep this 
abandoned journal on sale, 

It is scarcely necessary to describe the effect 
of this news on our sensitive organization. 

We are at present undecided whether to give 
up publication or to go into permanent mourn- 
ing as a religious weekly, 

Possibly we won’t do either, 

Of course, this brilliant idea is not original 
with the Postmaster-General of Canada. Prince 
Bismarck had it before him. So did Marshal 
MacMahon, Both had it rather severely. The 
only perceptible result is, that Mr. MacMahon 
is out of office, and Prince Bismarck has the 
gout. 

But the P. M. G. of Canada is not even ori- 
ginal after Bismarck and the husband of Mme. 
la Maréchale MacMahon, 

As our highly independent and courageous 
contemporaries in Canada put it: 

‘It is whispered that this order is the result 
of a hint from a personage of the very highest 
official standing, in fact, no less a person, it is 
boldly affirmed, than the M sof L e, 
who considers himself personally affronted by 
the cruel and unfeeling attacks of the journal 
in question.” 

Not being bound by the obligations which 
bind the Canada journals down to reverent 
blanks and dashes when they deal with royalty, 
nor blinded by that fierce light which beats upon 
a deputy second-class throne, we feel ourselves 





at liberty to announce that the instigator of: 


this crushing attack on the liberties of the press 
is a youth by the name of Lorne, aéias Argyll, 
the son of a gentleman hight MacCallum More 
—a Highland gentleman who eats haggis, and 
wears breeks only on Sundays, and bathes once 
a year at Portobello. The youthful Lorne is 
employed in some equivocal capacity in the 
Canada court, where he leads the Scotch reels 
in his native costume, which, like his manners, 
is airy. 

Mr. Lorne, apparently, does not like Puck. 


— 








THE 17TH OF MARCH. 


you gute : 
yf UY 


Ba alg Ui 


» fF : errs 
" 1) ( 






sib WY 


S\ 
SQA 
SX 
NAO) 
WN 


SA 


HE OWNS THE TOWN. 





Puckerings. 


A SPREADING evil—A ring worm, 





RICH men. are never confidential, 





Baby MINE—A foundling hospital. 





THERE is no stint of nose tints at a Tam- 
many primary. 





Jack Hawsek went to the masquerade as tar 
of the evening. 





EpitapH.—“‘ De mortuis nie nisi bonum— 
but he was a poet.” 





WHEN a man buys a house and moves into 
it, he leaves the pay-rental roof. 





_ A CoNnGRESSIONAL Investigating Committee, 
like Hamlet’s father, comes in a questionable 
shape. , 





LISTEN, everybody! Let out a reef or two! 
The Danbury Jews has discovered a pun on 
the word ‘‘digest.”’ 





THE Canadian Talmage is named Keefer— 
the Reverend B. B. Keefer, and his agony is 
*‘round-dancing.” 





Wuart did Jo gnaw in the whale’s—that is to 
say—stomach, seemingly? Was he the first 
Minister to the Interior? 





A LOCAL paper heads a column of personals 
‘Men and Things ”—which is certainly not a 
very gallant way of referring to the other sex, 





Tue Pauper Millionaire detests Puck. But 
that’s not to be wondered at. These railroad 
men always did abominate a “‘red-hot journal.” 





Puck is the favorite two-year old in the 
journalistic race. [This is inserted simply to 
anticipate several thousand complimentary 
friends. ] 





AT the Faynian ball, when Misther Murphy’s 
right to the head of the cothillion organized by 
Dinnis O’Rourke was questioned, he immajetly 
got up a set-to. 





AccIDENTSs will happen. Even George Al- 
fred Townsend occasionally tells the truth, un- 
intentionally—and blushes deeply when he 
discovers his mistake. 





An exchange tells of a girl out west who 
broke off the engagement because the fellow 
was so bandy-legged that she couldn’t sit in 
his lap. She acted too hastily. She should 
have remembered that a friend in-kneed is a 
friend indeed. 





Tuis is the week when the languid lady who 
finds the Sunday morning promenade to church, 
two blocks away, excessively fatiguing, takes 
in on an average ten ‘‘Spring Openings” every 
day, ascends and descends probably three 
miles of stair-case, and walks around several 
thousand counters and show-cases, without ex- 
hausting herself in the least. 








aN Otice. 

No. 9 (issue or May 7th, 1877), No. 14 (issue of Fune 
gth, 1877), No. 26 (issue of September 5th, 1877), No. 
56 (issue of April 3rd 1878), and No. 57 (issue of April 
roth, 1878) of ** Puck” will be bought at this office, 
No. 13 North: William Street, at 25 Cents® per copy. 
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LIFE INSURANCE BUBBLES. 


HE cry of the street vender, “‘ Walk right 
up, here’s where you get your money’s 
worth!” is propelled through the circum- 

ambient air as an inducement to thrifty house- 
wives to purchase fish, cabbages, tin-ware and 
other small fry. For that is what the people 
want; they want to get their money’s worth. 
They amass their honest shekels with more or 
less difficulty and brow-sweat; and on investing 
the same, whether for immediate aid or for per- 
manent deposit, the people claim their quid 
pro quo. 

If your grocer, dear boy, should sell you su- 
gar that was a// sand; or your dairy-man pur- 
vey to you milk which was @// water, you would 
raise up a howl which would be heard over the 
land. And if your boot-maker put No leather 
in the soles of your foot-gear, but undisguisedly 
made them entirely of pasteboard, would you 
not kick? In these small affairs of life you in- 
sist upon being fairly dealt with, or, if not, you 
protest. You won’t be overcharged fifty cents 
a barrel for your flour, and a penny extra in a 
peck of potatoes maketh the heart sick. 

But in the great affairs of life, what about 
our money’s worth there? What about your 
twenty years’ savings, dear madam, that you 
for all those weary years have been depositing 
in the Gullem Savings Institution? And you, 
sir, how is it about that $10,000, surely and 
safely invested in first mortgage bonds of the 
A. B. C. & D. R. R., for which you have re- 
ceived nothing but notices of assessments, and 
never a dividend; which has gone to smash, 
and which was only started to give a chance 
for the contractors to build it? Your bonds 
are printed in green ink, as green as the grass 
which covers the tracks of the disused road— 
but the grass is of more worth than the bonds. 
And you, my dear sir, whose threadbare coat 
and whose self-denial of accustomed luxuries 
are trifles when you look at wife and little ones, 
saying to yourself, ‘‘Come what may, they are 
safe, for my life is insured”—say, friend, how 
do you feel when your company goes to irre- 
trievable smash ? ‘ 

In another country, and in other days, the 
citizen of a great republic could cry ‘lama 
Roman citizen!’’ It was his shield and buckler. 
In our days the citizen of this republic ought 
to be able to say “ I am insured!” with equal 
assurance of safety, and feel as if the immortal 
laurels of common sense surmounted his brows. 
Instead whereof he ought to be fitted to a pair 
of ass’s ears. Everywhere the life insurance 
companies are explaining their entire financial 
soundness—and everywhere they are going, 
kerslump, into the hands of receivers, who only 
‘receive’ assets enough to pay their own fat 
fees. 

But is not this swindling? Examine the re- 
cord, In what way are these insurance officials 
—whether of the companies or of the State— 
punished? By being removed; by being 
brought into court and then going out, very 
much like that French king who marched up a 
hill and then marched down again; but further 
than this, nothing. Free, with the sweet air of 
liberty stimulating their energies, they put forth 
new circulars for a new bubble insurance com- 


pany. 








WE WILL HAVE IT. 


Ir Orpheus hadn’t forgotten his arctics that 
slushy morning, and reached home with a nose 
too full for utterance, he wouldn’t have thrown 
his arms around the old woman, with an affec- 
tionate: ‘‘Eurydice sord ob a girl, addyhow!” 
—No comments, please. We know just as well 
as you do that Eurydice luxuriates in four syl- 
lables, but we don’t propose to be bull-dozed 
out of our joke by any dead language. 





THE ROBESON: SOLO. 


“7 HEN I was a youth, I learnt some law,* 
And likewise found that two and two 
make four; 
I studied politics with a caput clear, 
Though I never went back on my whiskey and 
my beer; 
I took my cocktails so regularlee, 
That Grant made me ruler of the whole navee. 


In politics I made such a hit, 
That soon I was called to the cabin; 
I pocketed the dollars and made contracts, 
Though I never was particular in stating facts. 
I reported the facts so cleverlee, 
Tnat soon I was the ruin of the whole navee. 


As Secretary I made such a name,,. 
That a millionaire I soon became; 
I sold new ships for the price of junk, 
And those I repaired invariably sunk, 
Or went out of sight so effectuallee 
That soon I demolished the whole navee. 


I stuck to my post through thick and thin, 
Until Mr. Rutherford Hayes came in; 
I divided up the swag with many a pal, 
For I'd raked in a pile out of old mef¢a/. 
I raked in this swag so comfortablee, 
Because I was the ruler of the whole navee. 


How I got so rich, some could not make out, 
So Congress inquired what I’d been about; 
The minority report washed me quite white, 
Though others couldn’t see it in just that light. 
They saw so little that they actuallee 
Said I was the robber of the whole navee. 


Now politicians all, who’d not be at sea, 

Stick close to the old Republican partee, 

And make your hay while the sun shines bright, 

And don’t you bother if accounts aren’t right. 
Remember these rules, and thus you may be 
The cause of the ruin of another navee. 


Cuorus.—Remember these rules, etc. 





* Special license—taken out at the Mayor’s office. 








FINE SPECIMEN OF THE GENUS ROACH. 


Captured by the 45th Congress. 








The Roach, according to Webster, is a nox- 
ious creature who infests the House; and is also 
a nuisance on Ships. He is highly offensive, 
and prowls about at midnight, at which hour 
this one was secured. He is the gem of the 
Congressional Collection. 








THE SILLY CONGRESSIONAL OSTRICH. 


HE nation has its motto; each of the 
several States have their own particular 
mottoes, and we propose that Congress 

should get up a motto for itself. In the pub- 
lished works of the late Mr. Tweed may be 
found that noble question—‘‘What ’re yer going 
to do about it?” 

This strikes us as an appropriate motto to 
be emblazoned on the walls of the halls of our 
national Legislature, and on the cheeks of the 
members thereof. 

It is like their cheek. 

This question, be it understood, is to be 
addressed to a shivering American public of 
voters and tax-papers. 

For, indeed, what are we to do about it? 
When, in these degenerate days, a man writes 
M. C., after his name he seems to owe no alle- 
giance to anything in the heavens above or the 
earth beneath, it is his divine right to do just 
as he darn pleases; and if his pocket or his 
party are in question, the public interests may, 
in the slang of the day, go shoot themselves. 
If this is a model Republic, wasn’t the model 
rather cracked and battered before we moulded 
the Congressional part of our institutions? It 
seems so. Here have been several hundred 
men of more than average intelligence, (we say 
this from courtesy,) hammering away at legis- 
lation and each other for three weary months, 
without doing what they were sent to do, and 
what they have been paid to do. 

And why? That factor in our system, the 
Lobby, couldn’t get its work done by the 4th 
of March; and the intrigues of the leaders of 
the rival parties for supremacy demand an 
Extra Session. 

The two factions are running so nearly neck- 
and-neck, as it were, that an extra “lap” is 
required to decide who will win. 

Conference Committees couldn’t agree; Com- 
mittees had no time to report; unfinished 
(Lobby) business are among the excuses offered 
for the Extra Session, and Congress, like the 
stupid Ostrich, hides the head and front of its 
offending, fondly believing, silly bird, that its 
tail isn’t patent to the gaze of the country. 
As in case of the galoot of the desert, the ridi- 
culous attitude into which he puts himself 
makes him only the more conspicuous, so 
Congress more clearly focuses itself upon the 
reflecting eye of the country. It may, like 
the Ostrich, skip away and elude capture for a 
time, but it is sure to be lassooed in the long run. 

If not collectively, at least individually. 

One thing, however, might result from this 
Extra Session which would take some of the 
sting out of it. Let the members get up another 
broad farce like the recent “‘ Scenes at the Final 
Night Session,” and let every M. C. play 
‘*Toodles” to galleries crowded with their con- 
stituents—then, indeed, we could feel that out 
of evil cometh good; and we could realize it 
at the next elections. 





ROSCOE TO THE RESCUE, 


For top-heavy stultiloquence, cumbersome 
floridity, and application of the Alexandrine 
to prose, the Secretary of State stands alone! 
Modern degeneracy has not reached him—but 
Conkling is not very much behind. His sen- 
tences spin out slowly like a trout-line from a 
brass reel, until the thread is almost lost, when 
an insignificant little idea bites, and is landed 
with tedious difficulty. Vide his speech on 
Thurman in the Senate last Monday. Three 
successive sentences of 1o1, 115 and 162 
words, respectively, make a very fair show for 
a beginner. Roscoe will soon be able to fight 
the Administration with its own weapons. 
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TWO AND TWO ARE SIX. 


(From the Spanish of ** Tejera.”) 





Wuar does this dreamer sing? 
He insists! 
Must I believe a thing 
He cannot prove? 
Two and two are six, 
Three and three are four, 
Honor exists 
And also—love! 


Julia’s lips declare 

**T love as angels can; 
Julio’s vow and swear 

‘‘T am‘an honest man.” 
Two and two are six, 
Three and three are four! 


Not even her soul to save 
Would Julia prove untrue; 
Down to the very grave 
Will Julio love her, too. 
Two and two are six, 
Three and three are four! 


The plighted ones are wed, 
Oh, honeymoon of blisses! 
What tender smiles are shed, 
What wealth and waste of kisses! 
Two and two are six, 
Three and three are four! 


But ere one year’s swift course 
They sue for a divorce. 
Two and two are four, 
Three and three are six! 
If no one understands this to the letter, 
So much the worse for him, or else, so much the better! 
Ear« E, Licut. 
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PUCK’S 
HISTORY OF OIRELAND. 


(Compiled from the Posthumous Notes of the late Professor 
Dennis McBALLtywHack, OF MAyNOOTH.) 








CHAPTER IV. 


Apout O1IRISH ARCHITECTURE — THE RouUND 
TowEerRsS—THE Ruins—THE PiGc—Importa- 
TION TO OIRELAND OF THE PIPE, ETC., ETC, 


AVING secured a geography for the 
H country which he had captured, S. T. 
Patrick, Esq., set himself about giving 

it an architecture. This architecture still re- 
mains. Why it remains is a conundrum; but 
why it was ever built is the king of conun- 
drums, and no man except an Oirishman ever 
answered it. And as he gave his answer in 
Oirish, a suffering world has, as yet, never 
known the reason why the Oirish cried, “ Sic 
nos non vyobis,” and builded, not for them- 
selves, but for a miserably puzzled posterity. 

The deepest search of antiquarians informs 
us that the first effort in architecture of the 
Oirish was in what are called round towers; 
their next was in building ruins; but this latter 
fancy they have kept up even down to these 
latter-day times. For erecting ruins, social, 
personal, political and financial, the Oirish can 
claim a high rank over all other nations. 

We return to their early architectural efforts. 

The first edifices that were built were the 
round towers (fig. 1). But as nobody could, or 
ever did, live in them; as they could not be, 
nor never were, used for purposes of attack or 
defense; as there were no fire brigades or tele- 
graph poles in Oireland at the time, an utterly 
mystified and miserable world has gone along 
for centuries wondering what in thunder these 
round towers were ever built for, until the libe- 
rality of the publishers of the present work se- 
cured the services of Dr. Phelim O’Schliemann, 
who dug down to the bottom. 

It wiil be easily appreciated for what pur- 
pose the round towers were built, when the 





intelligent reader examines (fig. 2) the great 
discovery of Professor O’Schliemann McPhelim. 





A North American Indian, by name Sah- 
wal-tah-raw-lay had brought a poisonous weed 
to Oireland from his native jungles. Also a 
pipe. + It was unhealthy; so the Oirish imme- 
diately took to it; but with that economy for 
which they were and are famous, they got only 
one pipe, and every man took his turn at a 
suck at it. 

[Zhis is further explained in Chapter XXVLDII, 
under the head of ‘‘ Oirish Wakes.” | 

How the ould ancient Oirish got up to the 
top of the towers to dhraw a sup o’ shmoke is 
not known; but, as was related in a former 
chapter, Prof. Fitz-McO’Darwin claims that 
they were undoubtedly the originators of the 
white race; from their plainly perceptible cau- 
dal appendages, it is possible they monkeyed 
up to the top of the towers for their whiff. 
(Again regard fig. 2.) 

The next effort of the Oirish in building was 
in the ‘ Ruin” line. And here they were, in- 
deed, successful. ‘They built two kinds—one 
for themselves and the Pig; the other kind 
were called ‘‘ Cathedrals.” Strange language 
the Oirish used then! From the famous artist, 
Sir Donovan Rossa, K. C. B. (with the per- 
mission of his uncles and his brothers and his 
dads), we have received the following histori- 
cal etching: 





No. 1,—The Home. 

No. 2.—The Pig. 

No. 3.—The owner of the Home. 

‘No. 4.—The last portion of the Pig that comes home, 

No. 5.—The ‘‘ Cathedral.” 

No. 6,—Roman (Oirish) subscriptions. 

None of these ‘‘ Cathedrals”’ have been im- 
ported into America; but several ofthe “‘Homes”’ 
can be found near the aristocratic purlieus of 
Fifth Avenue and Central Park in New York, 
and among the coal regions of Pennsylvania, 
owned by people called ‘ Squatters.” 

But we digress. As the descendants of Mr. 
Patrick have so often sang in their native 
brogue, 

** Nunc est hora 
Sine mora, 
Tempus est bibendi,” 


we will therefore proceed to the earlier ¢are-an’- 
’ouns (Celtic for battles) of the.great and noble 
Oirish races and factions and religions. 


E. S. L. 
(To be concluded.)} 





N. B.—In the number which will be published to meet the date 
March 17, of this year, this History will take up the full chroni- 
cles of St. Patrick’s Day, and how it was incepted and celebrated 
in ancient and modern days. 





FORTY-ONE POOR UNFORTUNATES. 


HE terrible “Lynn Mystery” is one of 
those horrors which periodically shock 
the public heart. But as the ridiculous is 

always near the sublime, so when a Horror 
stalks over the land it calls the Humorous “to 
heel,”’ and the latter, like a comic dog, wags its 
stump of a tail in a way which excites our risi- 
bilities at the expense of our sensibilities. 

Although the sympathies of the entire public 
are with the police in their efforts to ferret out 
the fiends who committed this great crime, still 
isn’t it a little queer that they have, instead, fer- 
reted out some forty other young females of 
moral Massachusetts who have been “‘ unfor- 
tunate” ? We submit, as a question of public 
morals, that there is a depth to this matter 
which should be sounded with the lead-line of 
public policy. If one assassinated girl unearths 
forty unfortunates, forty assassinated girls would 
unearth sixteen hundred unfortunates ; and when 
we consider the vast preponderance of females 
over males in Massachusetts, this—or even a 
greater proportion—is liable to occur any day. 
This Mr. Jefferson Scattering Batkins, and the 
other members of the ‘‘Gineral Court” on 
Beacon Hill, should at once take means to 
prevent. 

It might be suggested that assassination should 
cease; but that seems impossible, for our people 
now-a-days, like the former firemen in Phila- 
delphia, are all “‘ killers,” and if they can’t kill 
somebody else, they kill themselves. Other ideas 
will freely suggest themselves to the wise legis- 
lators of Massachusetts; and Puck has one 
which is not so much amiss, and which he mod- 
estly- offers for the consideration of the public: 
Suppose the Old Bay State so regulated her inter- 
nal economy that there were no more “ Unfor- 
tunates’’ to unearth! How’s that? To be sure, 
the Massachusetts men, as a rule, won’t marry, 
and when they do, they come to New York for 
their wives; and to be sure (again) that if every 
Massachusetts man married a Massachusetts 
woman, he would have about 234 wives—such 
is the discrepancy in numbers between the male 
and female population of the State—still, we 
say, the Bay State female ought to hold in her 
horses and not go around and be “ unfor- 
tunate.” Let her think for a moment, that 
before she gives vent to her little Massachusetts 
notions, that some miserable female at that 
moment may be at the mercy of the assassin; 
in seeking for whom the police will unearth her, 
the would-be Unfortunate. Surely that should 
give her pause. It is the Massachusetts girl 
herself who must put herself out of danger of 
these little unpleasant unearthings, as thus far 
all the schools, churches and institutions of the 
State have failed to do it. (We shudder to 
think what unearthings would take place in 
Brooklyn were an unrecognized dead female to 
be found there!) 

But if the Girl of the Bay State finds the male 
of that ilk too coy, and feels that she is in 
danger, let us paraphrase for her the words of 
the late great and good Greeley, and say, 
“Go west, young woman, go west!” 

Girls, old or young, tough or tender, are ata 
premium in the Black Hills. E. S. L. 








Mr. OLIveER, of Iowa, wants to amend the 
calendar so as to make the lengths of the 
months correspond more closely with the vari- 
ations of the seasons. . If he gets the contract, 
we trust he will not neglect a long-needed re- 
formation in the number of days that go to 
make up a week. If he can arrange them in 
bunches of six days, he will deserve the sincere 
gratitide of the large and influential class 
whose faces require tonsorial attention only on 
alternate days, and to whom each recurring 
Sunday looms up as an extravagant bugbear. 


; 





























iE ra ae 








» 





Ea ro ae 


<i 


ees 


a ee 



































THE SILVER-TONGUED SLUGGARD OF THE SENATE. 


PUCK’S PANTHEON. 


SENATOR T. C. MO CREERY. 
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PUCK. 





‘A MYSTERY. 


$1r0, skiro, maro mero miro, 
Liro tiro laro lero lee, 

Deero queero laddie leddie reero, 
Skiro wiro warrie merrie mee. 


Lingo, jingo, sparry sperry spingo, 
Meetie sweetie carrie kerrie kee, 
Ypzo, buzo, narry nerry nooso, 
Ipsy dipsy tarry terrie tee. 
Skazy, lazy, rassy ressy rosey,’ 
Nasy crasy turrie larrie lee, 
Keezo sneezo mattie mettie pleeso 
Whiskie friskie morrie merrie mee. 
T. A. HARRAH. 


LA GRANDE PRINCESSE DE CANADA. 


OPERA BOUFFE EN UN ACTE. 











DRAMATIS PERSON. 


La Grande Princesse - - - - Mrs. L. Lorne. 
Puck - - ~ . - - - - Puck 
Le Prince Paul  - - - - Mr. Lorne. 
Le General Boum - - Lt. Col. E. G. P. Littleton. 


Le Baron Grog - - Postmaster-General. 
Iza, demoiselle d’honneur, Lady Sophia McNamara. 
Low-necked Chorus, etc. 





Time—Some years after the marriage of Prince Paul, 
ScENE—RIDEAU HALL, 





CHORUS OF THE LOW-NECKED. 
Oh, we are the low-necked crowd, 
With voices exceedingly loud, 
' And hands decidedly red; 

To mercantile manners bred, 

Though as courtiers here we cavort, 
We are wives of dealers in furs 
Or timber, for want of worse, 
Brought here our parts to rehearse 
As Lords and Ladies and Sirs 

In this tuppenny-hapenny, 

Poor Little Pedlington 

Six-by-nine Brummagem Court. 


Enter Lit TLETON-Bovum. 


What ho! mee merry maids and matrons all! 
Is every one fairly décolleté, to do honor to 
Her Majesty’s Drawing-Room? File in review 
before me. [Z%ey file] Ha! see I not one 
high-necked pinafore? To the rear, madame, 
and cut it down! And yonder I behold the 
corner of a chest-protector reddening the ala- 
baster pectoral of a Halifax maid. Fair lady, 
what are the bronchial tubes to Royalty? Re- 
move that unsightly appendage. [Aside] And 
that reminds me—I must tell Lorne that this 
time it really will not do to dance his Scotch 
reel with a porous plaster on his left calf. 
What’s the climate to the exigencies of eti- 
quette ? 

CRIMINAL WITH THE CHEST-PROTECTOR. 

But, Colonel— 

LITTLETON-Boum. 

Silence! 

Before my wrath complaint must stop, 
For I am boss of thisyer shop. 
CHoRUs. 


Before his wrath complaint must stop, 
For he is boss of thisyer shop. 


LiTTLETON-Boum. 
Air:—Et pif, paf, poufl 

la am a little god of thunder, 

Yes, sir, on wheels. 
At sight of me, with awe and wonder, 

The blood congeals. 
In etiquette’s dear cause I martyr 

All thisyer court, 





You'll know why when you see the garter — 
The Garter! 
The Garter— 
That I shall sport! 


And pif, paf, pouf! tara ba bong, 
I am the Colonel Littletong. 


Enter a MESSENGER. 
Lieutenant Colonel, it is mee dooty to an- 
nounce the happroach of ’er Majesty. 


LITTLETON-Boum. 

Tis well. Poursuivant-at-arms, I approve you. 
You have the true ’Aymarket Haccent. [ Aside, 
sighing.| O ’Aughty Halbin! ven shall I see 
again your proud heminences and gorgis palis- 
ses? But I must dissemble. More of this anon. 


Corus. 
Eyes right! by the left low pa 
She is coming, the great Princess! 
And her poor little Commoner hub 
Whom the nobs of her family snub, 
Though he isn’t half a bad sort. 
When he dines with his ma-in-law’s pets, 
The butler his cover sets 
’Way down ’mong the baronets. 
And much the same treatment he gets 
In this tuppenny-hapenny, 
Poor Little Pedlington, 
Six-by-nine Brummagem Court. 
Enter THE PRINCESS and the PRINCE, 


LITTLETON-BouM (recifative). 
Your Majesty, I incline myself before you! 
And trust that you appreciate my goodness. 
This condescending nod is for your husband, 
And if he likes it not, so may he lump it. 
Behold me now in all my radiant glory, 
Chief etiquettist of this Canada Court; 
In which capacity you will just permit me 
To call your royal highness’s attention 
Unto the fact that your most gracious majesty 
Has got, though doubtless through some inad- 
vertence, 
A black on your most gracious majesty’s nose. 


THE PRINCEss. 
I bow beneath a weight of obligation, 
And I will trouble you, Lieutenant Colonel, 
To add thereto by lending me your vipe. 


LitTLETON-Boum (in an agitated aside). 
For Heaven’s sake I beg your royaliness 
To appellage the article a handkerchief. 
Dear to our hearts the language of our child- 
hood, 
And I meeself, in absent-mihded moments, 
Do sometimes drop into mee ’Ackney lingo. 
But there’s a Hera/d Commissioner behind you. 
He’ll take you down— 
THE PRINCESS (suddenly). 
Who is that nice young man? 
LITTLETON-Boum. 
’Tis but the Her— 
THE PRINCEsS. 
Nay, yonder, ’mid the low-necked. 
Call the youth forth. 
LITTLETON-Boum. 
Come hither, Goldwin Smith! 
THE PRINCESS. 
No, no! Not Smith! 
LITTLETON-Boum. 
Sir John MacDonald, hither! 
THE PRINCEss, 
Nay, nay, no Macs. I have had a superfluity 
Of the noble Scotsman. He I mean is white, 
LiTTLETON-BouM (dissembling). 
Immortal Puck,I prithee, sweet, stand forth. 
(Aside) Ten thousand devils! Agony, rage, 
despair! 
(Puck advances.) 
THE PRINCESS. 
Your name? 
Puck. 
Puck. 





THE PRINCEss. 
I have heard of you, fair youth. How many 
campaigns? How many wounds? 
; Puck. 
Two campaigns. Nary wound. 
THE PRINCESS. 
Married ? 
PUCK. 

Do I look like it? 

THE PRINCESS. 

May I ask what procures me the honor of 
this visit ? 

PUCK. 

Certainly, Mrs. Lorne. I have come here to 
show you something respectable in the décol- 
leté line, or rather dé-cullotté. 

THE PRINCESS. 
Noble youth! 
Duer— Zhe PRincEss and Puck. 
Air:—My Mary Ann. 
PUCK. 
You're a daisy! 
THE PRINCEss. 
You're a darling! 
PUCK. 
You’re a dumpling! 
THE PRINCESS. 
You’re a lamb! 
Puck. 
You should hear me ploy 
On the what-d’yer-soy— 
That’s the specimen of hairpin that I am. 
THE PRINCESS. 

And now, my fine fellow - for you are a fine 
fellow—we will converse apart. I have to con- 
sult you on matters of state. (xeunt.) 


CHoRus. 
Unless we are very much out, 
Mr. Littleton, no doubt 
Your nose i$ put out of joint, 
By Pucx’s sharp crayon point, 
Your reign will be soon cut short. 
Life is brief, says the song, 
And etiquette may be long, 
But things seem a-going wrong © 
With Littleton, aide-de-kong, 
In the tuppenny-hapenny, 
Poor Little Pedlington, 
Six-by-nine Brummagen Court. 
PRINCE Pau LORNE. 

This is really too bad of Louise. Yesterday 
she made me ride onthe box with the driver; 
the day before she made me stand behind her 
chair all through that awful state dinner, and 
now she is studying journalism, I hate journal- 
ism—I hate journalists—I hate journals. I 
hate illustrated journals especially—and an 
illustrated humorous journal awfully. See here, 
this nasty thing: 

Air:—Voila ce que fon dit de moi. 

A lovely princess for to marry, 

Went forth John Sutherland Argyll, 

In kilt and tartan and Glengarry, 

He hied him south to Albion’s Isle. 

Now, every day when beams Aurorer, 

The prince gets up and lights the fire. 

This is Louise’s proud adorer 
Who had MacCallum More to sire! 

Who humbly to his task diurnal 
Bends low the haughty Highland knee— 

| furiously —for him,] 

And this is what they say of me 
In that confounded comic journal. 

But that isn’t all—just listen: 

He thought he’d made a grand impression 
When first he wooed and won and wed— 
And now, when all the court is fed, 

He closes up the long procession. 

This Scottish eagle’s pinions sable 
The English courts stern rigors.clip; 

He sometimes dines at second tabl 
Accepts from Wales a shilling tip. . 
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He’s ranked by a Lieutenant-Colonel, 
This prince who ’s only a markee— 
And this is what they say of me 

In that confounded comic journal. 


It’s horrid, you know. I’m going off to min- 
gle my tears with Lady Sophia McNamara’s 
husband—he’s the only man here who can un- 
derstand my feelings—he too married above 
him. 

LiITTLETON-Boum (advancing). 

No—stay! 

THE PosTMASTER-GENERAL. 

Stay! 

LITTLETON-Boum. 

’'Tis time, young man, for your Scottish 
blood to boil. 

THE PRINCE. 
Oh, no, please don’t make it boil. 
LITTLETON-BouM. 

But we must, ’tis for your good. Do you not 
see that we are all supplanted in her Royal- 
iness’s favor by this base emissary from the 
neighboring republic? You have been snubbed 
by your princely brothers; you have been ty- 
rannized over by your mother-in-law; you have 
been made ridiculous in the eyes of your wife; 
for years you have occupied the most humili- 
ating position in the eyes of all the world—but 
are you going to stand ¢his ? 

THE PRINCE. 


I~don’t know. .I can stand pretty nearly 
anything by this time. 
LITTLETON-Boum. 
Don’t stand ¢Ais. If you have no regard for 
your own dignity, think of ours/ 
PosTMASTER-GENERAL. 
We must conspire. _ 
THE PRINCE. 
All right. Let’s conspire. 
Trio:—Zhe Prince, LITTLETON- Boum, and 
POSTMASTER-GENERAL, 
Air:— Quand on conspire. 
THE PRINCE. 
When one’s conspiring, 
Defying fear, 
As an aspiring 
Conspirateer— 
LITTLETON-Boum. 
It is of vally 
To have good luck— 
PosTMASTER-GENERAL. 
Es-pe-ci-ally 
In fighting Puck. 
ALL. 

We are a-going for his scalp! 

We are a-going for his scalp! 

We he he he are a-going, we he he he are 
a-going, we he he he are a-go ho ho 
ing for his scalp! 

(Zhe conspirators retire and converse apart.) 
(Re-enter the PRINCEsS and Puck.) 
THE PRINCESS. 

Bring forth the Garter of my mother! 
(The Garter is brought forth.) 
THE PRINCEssS: (40 Puck.) 
Air:—voici le sabre. 

Here is the Garter of my mother, 

You will bind it upon your manly leg, 

And when next I am disposing of another, 

You also will accept of that, I beg. 
When my late-lamented Deutsch paternal 
Bust the trouser-elevating brace, 
He was wont to take this rag supernal, 
And the same to button in its place. 
Here is the Garter of my mother, 
You will bind it upon your manly leg, 
(Fresenting the Garter.) 
Here is the Garter of my mother, 
You will bind it upon your manly leg, 





As my royal and imperial brother 
Wraps therewith a rather shaky peg. 
Once it topped the knee-pan of my grand-dad, 
And ere that had had all sorts of luck; 
But of all the royal legs it spanned had, 
Ne’er was one more plump than that of Puck, 
Here is the garter of my mother, 
You will bind it upon your manly leg! 
CHORUS. 
Here is the garter of her mother, 
He will bind it upon his manly leg. 


CuHorus OF CONSPIRATORS. 
Oh, agony, rage, despair, 
We were going to have his hair, 
And now he has taken us in 
Where the hair is remarkably thin, 
Conspiring is not our forte. 
GENERAL CHORUS. 
Yet nobody seems to object 
To this very ungrateful neglect: 
Your plans and your hopes are wrecked. 
But what were you to expect 
Of this tuppenny-hapenny, 
Poor Little Pedlington, 
Six-by-nine Brummagem Court ? 


GRAND TABLEAU. 

Red Fire— Thunder and Lightning — Abase- 
ment of the Conspirators—-Apotheosis of 
Puck as Official Journal of the 
Canada Court. 








FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 


—_—_—— 


LXXIX, 


THE CANADIAN 
COURT. 


Ya-as, ye know 
aw, Jack Carnegie 
used to be, at some 
time or othah, an 
extwaaide-de-camp 
to Earl Dufferwin, 
who was sent by 
Queen Victorwia to 
look aftah the peo- 
ple in the aw glor- 
wiously fwozen wegions of North Amerwica 
called C-c-canada. Dufferwin isn’t there now; 
he has, I believe, gone somewhere else. 

Everwybody knows, in fact I’ve weferwed 
to it befaw, that Argyle’s son Lorne, who 
marwied a daughter of Victorwia—Louise I 
think—is now in Canada with his wife. The 
Canadians ought be exceedingly gwateful to 
the Queen for expatwiating these young folks 
to keep order amongst them. 

But still, ye know, a varwiety of things that 
are all verwy well faw an old countwy like 
Gweat Bwitain, are not pwecisely suitable for 
a young and pwimitive terwitorwy. 

A fellaw, Littleton, who, Jack says, is a 
Secwetarwy to Lorne, and a Lieut. Colonel, has 
waised a storm of indignation by wequirwing 
all female cweatures when they appear be- 
fore the Pwincess to wear low-necked dresses. 

Quite too awfully widiculous he-ah, and I’m 
weally surpwised that Littleton didn’t know 
bettah than to make such outwageous arwange- 
ments; think, after wall, he must be an indiffer- 
wently bwed fellaw, pwobably fwom an infer- 
wiah family —perwaps a c-c-cad. 

It is invarwiably this descwiption of fellaw 
who out-Herwods Herwod in carwying out 
such orders—ye see he wants to appear verwy 
arwistocwatic, and generwally makes a blasted 
a-ass of himself. 

Although Lorne and Louise are young peo- 
ple, ‘pon my soul I think they weally have a 
larger pwoportion of sense than to surwender 
their wespectability and be twotted out ina 
Bwummagem Court to please this fellaw, Little- 





ton. 





Aw now, on considerwation, I don’t think 
now that Jack and I will pay our pwomised 
visit to Wideau Hall, although Lorne has been 
pwessing us to come, to an unpwecedented de- 
gwee, but I he-ah they pwopose twaveling to 
New York in the spwing or beginning of sum- 
mah, when I shall then pwobably call on them 
and aw show them the wopes he-ah. 

Lorne is weally not half a bad fellaw, wathah 
liked him when I used to meet him at Eton aw. 








PUCKS PANTHEON. 


SENATOR McCREERY. 


THE retiring U.S. Senator McCreery is quite 
a character,and not one altogether unworthy of 
admiration at that. To the lymphatickest of 
temperaments, with a fishy and heavy eye, is 
united a burly frame. Gingerbread, apples 
and chewing-tobacco are his favorite pabulum. 
The tobacco speaks for itself, as it usually re- 
solves itself into neat rivulets of juice flowing 
picturesquely from the valley of his mouth. 

But when the blast of war blows in his ears, 
if he does not exactly imitate the action of the 
tiger, he comes very near taking pattern by the 
lion. He stiffens his sinews, summons up his 
blood, shakes his mane, stretches the nostril 
wide, dries up the tobacco rivulets, and lets the 
Senate have his opinions in silvery tones and 
elegant and forcible language, which never fails - 
to have the requisite effect on that dignified 
body. i 

If Senator McCreery would indulge in fewer 
gingerbreads and apples, keep his eyes more 
open, and would not be so liberal with his ca- 
resses of easy chairs, there might be a chance 
of his less ponderously serving a few more 
terms in addition to the two that he has al- 
ready struggled through. 











IS HE INSANE? 





WasHIncTON, D. C., March 6th, 1879. 
To the Editor of Pucx--Sir: 


Your cartoon of the sth inst. is admirable, 
with the exception of one little drawback. A 
man can’t row a boat with one oar, as the man 
of ‘‘monee”’ is trying to do. He would merely 
spin around in the water, and the sharks would 
be sure to get him. What a pity your artist did 
not have an extra oar to lend him. He must 
be insane. 

An OARSMAN, 
WHO HAS TRIED IT ON THE WATER, 


[We are quite aware that a man cannot row a 
boat with one oar, but in our cartoon the mil- 
lionaire is represented as trying to get away 
from the sharks as quickly as possible, and is 
consequently without proper equipment. He 
would more likely travel in a circle than man- 
age to put much distance between him and the 
lawyers, which explains the situation perfectly. 


Ep. Puck.] 








Answeys for the Aurious. 





HASELTINE.—She has gone to meet her sisters and 
her cousins and her aunts. 

R. V. D.—There is such a thing as being ahead Of 
time. You are too premature—too premature for you, 
own good—with your Fourth-of-July poem. You have 
prematured it into the waste-basket. We should judge, 
indeed, that this tendency to be premature is character- 
istic of you. Your birth, for instance—that-was a bit 
premature, wasn’t it? The century could have spared 
you a while yet. 
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PUCK. 





PUCK’S REVIEWS. 


My Lire: an Autobiography by Henry Ward Beecher, 
author of the ‘‘ Life of Christ,’ ‘* Norwood,” etc. 
Ford & Co., New York. 

Mr. Beecher has at length given to the world 
the history of his life, for which so many thou- 
sands of people have been so long on the tip- 
toe of expectation. 

So large a number of absurd stories have been 
floating about with regard to the career of this 
estimable gentleman, that it was indeed high 
time that all doubts should be removed, and 
vexed questions set for ever at rest, by the 
publication of his own memoirs, of which we 
have just finished the perusal with considerable 
satisfaction. 

The birthplace of the — preacher has 
hitherto been as difficult to fix as that of Homer. 
While New England has claimed him as one of 
her pious and hardy sons, Keokuk, lowa, on the 
other hand, has not hesitated to assert that 
young Beechef first came into the world in that 
growing city. Then again old and devout 
members of Plymouth Church state most posi- 
tively that Brooklyn is the place wherein he 
first saw the light, and equally pious and equally 
confident influential Mormons maintain Mr. 
Beecher was the hundred and seventy-ninth son 
of Joe Smith, and that Nauvoo was the fortunate 
city of his nativity. In ‘“‘ My Life,” however, 
this important question is finally disposed of, 
but in a manner that cannot fail to excite 
intense surprise. 

Henry Ward Beecher, it appears, was the 
seventy-seventh son of Abdul Asusedtobe, a 
Sultan of Turkey, and was born in the Seraglio, 
Constantinople, in the second decade of the 
present century. At an early age he manifested 
a decided predilection for Russia, the tradi- 
tional foe of Turkey, which has never forsaken 
him for an instant, as will be remembered in a 
sermon on the subject delivered during the late 
Russo-Turkish war. It was this unfortunate trait 
in his character that caused his royal though 
voluptuous parent to order young Henry to be 
bowstrung, his body to be put in a sack and 
cast into the Bosphorus. The Chief Eunuch took 
pity on the little fellow, who already had won 
golden opinions from all his half-mothers in the 
harem, by a wonderful precocity, far above his 
years, and extraordinary intelligence; and saved 
his life. This important functionary thought it 
cruel that the existence of so promising a boy 
should be prematurely cut short, and that if he 
lived a long career of usefulness might be before 
him. The proud position that Mr. Beecher now 
occupies in the Christian world may thus be 
indirectly traced to this noble Chief Eunuch’s 
humanity. 

Qne dark night, a caique, pulled by two 
lusty Nubians, shot out into the stream from the 
dismal watery recesses of an arched court of the 
palace. In its stern sheets reposed a sack which 
ever and anon seemed to move. That sack con- 
tained the future Plymouth Church preacher, 
and author of the ‘‘ Life of Christ.” A mer- 
chantman that floated the stars and stripes lay 
in the Golden Horn; on this the sack was 
smuggled, and Henry Ward Beecher was wafted 
o’er the broad Atlantic to the United States, 
and grew up into an honored American citizen. 

That Chief Eunuch was rigat. 

We have dwelt thus long on this remarkable 
episode in Mr. Beecher’s history, as it strikes 
the keynote of his career, and many points in 
his character, which would otherwise appear 
misty and obscure to the ordinary reader, are 
now clearly explained with beautiful simplicity. 

Mr. Beecher says: ; 

‘*T have never sought, heretofore, to make these facts 
of my birth and parentage public, because I thought that 
they might prejudice me in the eyes of a large number 
of my flock, who very justly hold the Turkish people and 
the religion of Mahomet in abhorrence, When but a 





young preacher, the members of my congregation always 
looked upon me as a native American and a Christian. 
I found I exerted an immense influence overthem. AsI 
grew older my sway became greater. For the shadow of 
a moment it wavered, and it then flashed across me that 
they had d:scovered my Ottoman origin and proclivities, 
in spite of my efforts to conceal them. But my fears 
were groundless. Confidence was restored, if ever it could 
have been said to be disturbed. I was once more made the 
depositary of numerous important family secrets, I was 
universally trusted and beloved, was the adviser and con- 
fessor, and all that the word implies, of some of the finest 
creatures in Brooklyn.’ Occupying so proud a position, 
a position from which, firmly established as it is, [ can 
never be dislodged, the necessity of keeping secret these 
romantic incidents of my early life no longer exists, and I 
therefore cheerfully give them to the world.’’ 


Thus we see that America’s most prominent 
preacher is really not a son of the soil. He, 
according to his own statement, is an alien in 
blood, but not, happily, an alien in religion, 
and it is in this particular that the career of 
this remarkable man is so striking an example 
of the benefits that accrue from systematic good 
training, even with the drawback of an indif- 
ferent beginning in this respect, for we can 
scarcely commend the Constantinopolitan plan 
of bringing up small-boys, if Mr. Beecher’s early 
experiences go for anything. 

A number of chapters are devoted to a very 
full and interesting account of the rise and pro- 
gress of Plymouth Church. His marriage, his 
efforts towards securing the freedom of the 
negro, his views on the civil war, and other 
important matters, are dilated on at great 
length, but in masterly style, at once brilliantly 
antithetical and full of exquisite imagery. 

Then, as it were, there is a change in the 
character of his writing. It is softer, gentler in 
tone, partaking of the character of ‘‘the moon- 
light that sleeps upon that bank.” 
is soon apparent. Mr. Beecher, like John Stuart 
Mill in his autobiography, admits that he had 
become an abject slave to the tender passion. 
He gives the situation in chap. 27, page 212, in 
simple yet forcible and touching language: 

«¢T met her who ought to have been my fate. Eliza- 
beth was her name. [ madly loved—and she was 
another’s. But she became a member of my church— 
and when in her pew I could gaze, aye, and gaze again 
—from my pulpit.’’ 


It is evident that the susceptible heart of Mr. 
Beecher was deeply touched, and that he loved 
well, but not by any means wisely, for he goes 
on to say: 


*¢It was cruel of her to marry—she ought to have 
known better.” 


About this period the great preacher invented 
and patented that description of visit known 
as a pastoral call. He was compelled to thus 
exercise his mind, to endeavor to turn it from 
the subject that absorbed it. 

He writes: 

*¢One lovely evening in May I walked through the 
streets of Brooklyn. I sniffed the balmy air, and I con- 
sidered the lilies and various other descriptions of flowers, 
I made a pastoral call and -——” * 


We have not space to enlarge on the numerous 
and important matters which are discussed in 
this work, in which Mr. Beecher has been a 
prominent actor. The growth of his church, 
the annual sale of his pews, the Chinese ques- 
tion, all receive adequate notice. A few lines 
are devoted to reférences to a trial in which a 
gentleman named Tilton was concerned, and 
this is perhaps the only actually trivial matter 
that mars the pages of the autobiography. 

Its special admirable features are its frankness 
and unimpeachable veracity. Perhaps there is 
an excess of this quality, which is apt to have a 
slightly monotonous effect on the average reader, 
but Mr. Beecher writes in such an easy flowing 
style that it is almost hypercritical to mention 
so small a blemish. 





* Mr. Anthony Comstock has, at the last minute, 
struck out the remainder of this extract. 


The cause. 





Versatility was always the author’s great 
charm, and it is very marked in this work, as 
compared with the humors of ‘‘ Norwood” and 
the ‘‘ Life of Christ.” Few, indeed, would be 
able to detect the same master-hand. 

What, however, the book really lacks is 
worldliness. It is too pious, too good, too 
conscientious, too beatific, to make one rise 
from its perusal with a light and bounding 
heart, and while it will ever be a classic and be 
dear to the ascetic, the recluse, the religeuse, 
and the true Christian, we fear that it will never 
obtain the appreciation it deserves from the 
great mass of the reading public. 








THE THEATRES. 





“The Black Crook,” revived at N1BLo’s, has 
entirely answered the most sanguine expec- 
tations of that large proportion of our popu- 
lation who enjoy that which appeals to the eye 
more than the ear. If gorgeous scenery, shapely 
limbs, hung together on a flimsy ficel/e of a 
plot, make a good spectacle, the Starin-Kiralfy’s 
‘Black Crook”? may with justice come under 
the category, for it certainly is quite up to the 
mark of previous Black Crooks, even in the 
palmiest days of Jarrett and Palmer. 

From one species of legs we turn to another 
—the approaching pedestrian contest between 
O’Leary, the invincible, and the Englishman 
Rowell, who hopes to be. Ennis too may have 
someting to say in the matter, and Puck will 
be on hand to see fair play at GILMoRE’s much- 
walked-in Garden. 

Mr. Stephen Fiske, we notice, is dramatic 
critic of the Spirit of Times. This is very 
evident from the now excellent character of 
that department. He is the right man in the 
right place. 

** Pinafore’ and ‘‘ The Sorcerer” are being 
done, and, we sigh to say it, very well done, 
at the Lyceum. . 

At WaLLackx’s, “A Scrap of Paper’’ (‘‘ Pattes 
de Mouches’’) is being played, according to 
regular Wallackian tradition, with the natural 
highly artistic result. 

A light has been thrown on “ Through the 
Dark” at the FirtH AVENUE, which is a relief 
from ‘‘ Pinafore.” Mr. Steele Mackaye’s play 
shall not pass unnoticed by Puck, who has yet 
to see it to say all the nice things regarding it 
that it deserves. Mr. Harkins’s removal of the 
Parisian Boxes was a wise proceeding, and the 
picnic on the occasion thereof was exceedingly 
enjoyable. 

Miss Mary Anderson is about to produce 
“The Daughter of Roland,’”’ an adaptation of 
‘‘la Fille de Roland,” which has been made 
for her by Mr. Julian Magnus, whose name is 
an assurance that the young lady has got a 
thoroughly good piece of work. This however, 
raises the question as to what she means to do 
with it. One good dramatist doesn’t make an 
actress, and if Miss Anderson wants to do jus- 
tice to a strong play well adapted, she had 
better get some competent actress to act it 
for her. 

Messrs. Edgar and Fulton announce that 
they purpose making great alterations and im- 
provements in the BRoaDway THEATRE during 
the summer season, so as to open in the fall 
with almost a new house. Their first season 
is now drawing to a close, and the energy which 
they have shown in elevating the BRoapway 
from its original Banvardian oblivion to the 
rank of a first-class theatre deserves the reward 
it has received at the hands of the public. 
They are now preparing to go in largely for 
whatever laurels and shekels the future may 
bring forth, and they are excessively likely to 
get them. 
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RED, YELLOW, AND GREEN. 


(‘An Old Bohemian,” in Tinsley’s Magazine.) 








@ 
ft was in the year— No, hang it, not such a 
simpleton aS that comes to, to let the cat 
out of the bag in such very foolish fash- 
ion, It was in the second quarter of the pre- 
sent century, in the ancient city of Lyons. 
Ah, and alas! What sweet memories of the 
past the name recalls! The happiest years of 
my life were lived there. 

It was in the Rue St. Dominique, near the 
Place Bellecour, at the house of M. Peyrade, 
the famous gourmet, where I rented a tip-top 
apartment—a garret, not to put too fine a point 
upon it—measuring twelve feet by twelve feet 
and eight feet. 

“Dans un grenier qu’on est bien 4 vingt 
ans;” and at thirty, for the matter of that, and 
even at forty. How little we mind the number 
of steps that lead to jthe lofty roost! As we 
advance in years, the joints are apt to grow less 
supple, until in the fall of life, we find the 
climb no longer quite so genial as as we were 
wont to do in itsspring. The “ genial climb” 
is an audacious crib from my dear departed 
friend Jacobsen, the witty Dane of Westmin- 
ster. 

I had been absent a year orso from my favor- 
ite city, wandering about France, delivering 
lectures, I am ashamed to confess, upon a vari- 
ety of subjects of which I knew about az much 
as Jean Jacques Rousseau did of music when 
he first took to giving lessons in it. But what 
I lacked in knowledge at the time I amply 
made up in self-reliance, vu/go cheek. Now 
cheek, you see, is a blessed gift so long as it is 
adequately supported by blissful ignorance. It 
is truly surprising with what ease and freedom 
people will speak or write upon almost any 
given matter of which they know nothing, or 
next to nothing. With a little knowledge 
comes a deal of diffidence. I do not deliver 
lectures now, not even upon cookery and edu- 
cation, two subjects which I flatter myself no 
one can possibly be better qualified, both theo- 
retically and practically— But self-praise is no 
recommendation. 

No, I do not deliver lectures now; the 
greater is the pity. I only wish I had the 
cheek! I used to make a good thing of it in 
the olden times, when Louis Phillippe believed 
himself to be king; whilst now— Well, well, 
no matter; there is Nature’s most beneficent 
law of compensation to fall back upon: I have 
but few teeth left. 

So I had returned to Lyons, and taken up 
my old quarters again at M. Peyrade’s. 


It has been intimated already that that gen- 
tleman was a famous gourmet. There was 
barely a vintage known that his wonderful nose 
and palate would ever fail to detect; and he 
would invariably give you, with the sharpest 
precision, the proper name, the year, and the 
quality of any wine submitted to his judgment. 
But the man was considerably more than a 
mere gourmet: he was absolutely a “creator” of 
vintages, known and unknown. The vulgar 
process of blending had, in his skillful hands, 
gradually developed into the dignity of a fine 
art; whilst his inventive genius, powerfully 
aided by a most intimate theoretical and prac- 
tical knowledge of every branch of the sub- 
ject, had effectively devised a sound scientific 
basis for the many complex and intricate ope- 
rations and the delicate manipulations neces- 
sary to. the successful cultivation of this very 
special branch of flattering nature. Is not imi- 
tation the sincerest form of flattery ? 

I know something of the great Hamburg 
vineyard, in which so many sorts of wine are 
made to grow that are innocent of the remotest 
connection with the juice of the grape. I have 











been at Bercy and I have marveled at the pro- 
duction of artificial wines so difficult to imi- 
tate as Tavel, for instance. It has been my 
good or my bad fortune, take it as you will, to 
watch the fabrication of “ fiz’’ in certain parts 
of the Palatinate; and I have been specially 
privileged to see the most gripeful of all gripy 
wines that I have ever attempted to drink, the 
famous Silesian Griineberger, turned indiffer- 
ently into Duc de Montebello, or Heidsieck 
Cabinet, or any one’s Carte Blanche or Carte 
Noire. But never and nowhere have I met M. 
Peyrade’s match. I truly believe there was 
not a vintage that he could not “ produce;” 
and his success in ripening and ageing young 
wines was simply marvelous. His immutable 
principle—and herein lay, perhaps, the secret 
of his success—was to confine himself rigor- 
ously to the scientific blending of natural vin- 
tages, without addition of alcohol or any other 
foreign ingredient, except a small quantity of 
certain aromatic essences, in the preparation 
and use of which he was a perfect adept. 

M. Peyrade, when I knew him first, was a 
man about fifty, with a pleasing frank counte- 
nance, and a merry twinkle in his dark eyes. 
He was by birth a Massilian or Marseillais, with 
a plentiful drop of Greek blood in his veins, 
which might account for the Greek element in 
his moral composition. He was a well-bred, 
well-educated man, a Bachelor of Arts and 
Sciences in fact, and endowed with great na- 
tural gifts in many ways—among others, with 
no mean histrionic ability. He was cheerful 
and jovial, and, although he had a keen eye to 
business, and would always take excellent care 
of his own interest, his natural disposition was 
generous and liberal. 

He had taken a fancy to me from the time I 
had first come to his house. I had a smatter- 
ing of wine-lore; not much to boast of, indeed, 
yet still sufficient to make him condescend to 
ask my opinion occasionally in doubtful cases. 
After a time he honored me even so far with 
his confidence that he admitted me to the free- 
dom of his cellars, and even let me into some 
of his secrets. Now and then he would take 
me with him on his trips to Burgundy, where 
he used to buy grape crops on the vine, to have 
them cut, &c., under his personal direction. 

Now when I came back to Lyons, on the oc- 
casion here referred to, I had much to ask 
about the issue of certain Peyradean specs in 
wine production, inwhich I happened to take a 
special interest for some reason or other. 

So I inquired also about the ultimate yield, 
&c., of a certain rather largish grape crop pur- 
chased some three years back in Burgundy, 
of which I knew he expected great things, and 
which he had been on the point of bottling at 
the time of my leaving. 

“Oh, capital! famous!” he cried. ‘“ By 
Jove, my young friend ”—which was his favor- 
ite way of addressing me —‘‘ you have just 
come back in the very nick of time to behold 
the triumphant consummation of one of the 
grandest specs I have ever yet worked out. 
There are three thousand bottles prime lying in 
the great cave now, besides some twenty dozen 
seconds and thirds, admirably suited to serve 
as whets and baits. All got out of that crop, 
with only one dJarrigue and five milleroles of 
blendings! It is really something to be proud of.” 

Properly M. Peyrade should have expressed 
the quantities in hectolitres and litres; but the 
man was ancien régime all over. He had no 
love for the events of 1789 and 1792 and their 
outcome. Thus he clung with almost ludicrous 
obstinacy to the ancient moneys, weights and 
measures of France before the Revolution. 
For him there were no francs and centimes, 
but simply livres, louis, écus, sous and deniers. 
The new-fangled litre, with its ascending and 
descending scale of corresponding measures, 
had no actual existence for him. He had 





steadfastly declined to recognize any measures 
other than the old chopine de Paris, the bottle, 
the escandle and millerole, and the velte and 
barrique. 

‘* Glorious!’’ I replied. ‘‘ Most satisfactory. 
indeed, M? Peyrade. Now what are you going 
to do with the article?” I ventured to ask diffi- 
dently. 

‘Do with the article? Why, sell it, my 
dear young friend, sell it, of course. What 
else would you have me do with it? Three 
thousand bottles would surely be a few too 
many for my own private drinking, even though 
you were to tender me your friendly assist- 
ance,” M. Peyrade replied somewhat ironically, 
with a benign smile. 

“Of course, I know that,” cried I, slightly 
nettled. ‘‘ What I want to know is the name 
to be given to the child. Is it to be Beaune? 
or Moulin-a-vent ? or,” I continued with a half- 
sneer, ‘‘ perchance it is to be Pomard? I know 
what great things you are capable of achieving 
in growing famous vintages in your cellars,” 

‘¢*Ne sutor ultra crepidam’ is a wise maxim, 
my sharp young friend,” he replied, quite un- 
ruffled, with conscious superiority. ‘‘ Do not 
travel beyond your ken. What know you of 
Burgundy vintages? Romanée is the ticket, 
my boy; Romanée Conti, and premiére téte to 
boot!” 

Romanée! It fairly took my breath away. 
Why, did I not know the parentage and pedi- 
gree of that wine as well as the old beggar 
knew Monkbarn’s famous. Roman encampment ? 
The grape was grown between Beaune and 
Nuits. I had seen it on the vine. It had been 
partly upon my advice that an additional fort- 
night’s coction had been given to the fruit. I 
had personally assisted in cutting and gather- 
ing, and in solicitly watching and. tending it, 
from the vineyard to the press, and from the 
press to the cave. And here was this Maisilian 
Greek brazenly telling me that it was Romanée 
Conti! No wonder the cool announcement 
should strike me dumb with amazement. 

‘* Well, I must say your assurance beats any- 
thing I have heard of in modern or ancient 
history,” I cried at last, when I had recovered 
my breath. ‘ So nothing but Romanée will do 
for you. Lxcusez du peu! But, seriously now, 
whom are you going to sell with it? Who do 
you think will buy it for Romanée Conti ?” 

I told you just now that you have come back 
in the very nick of time to see the crowning of 
the edifice. The first sale is on for to-day,” 
Peyrade replied quietly. ‘‘ Charles has been 
dropping hints about the purchase of a magni- 
ficent lot of high-class Burgundy, and he knows 
that Messrs. Martin, Doucoudray and Dufour 
are coming here to-day to spy how the land 
lies. Of course I am to know nothing of this 
irtended call, Indeed, I am believed to be 
out.” Here his eyes danced with merriment. 
“You just wait here”—it was in the private 
salon of the establishment, where only distin- 
guished customers were received, that this con- 
versation took place—‘‘and you will see them, 
and you will be in the best position to watch 
proceedings. I know I can trust you. You 
are as close as wax. If success crowns my ef- 
forts I will give you a free trip down to Mar- 
seilles, and you shall have five dozen green 
seal for your own consumption. So we will 
look upon that as settled. I must be off now; 
a tantot.” 

I learned afterwards that M. Peyrade had 
two samples, of one hectolitre each, taken from 
the bulk of the made article, and run them 
into separate casks. To the first cask he had 
added a certain quantity of one of his won- 
derful aromatizing essences, to the second dou- 
ble, and to the bulk five times the quantity (in 
proportion). He had allowed it four months to 
work through; then he had bottled the lot. 

(To be concluded.) 
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THRENODY. 


I’ve a letter from thy sire, 
Mary Ann, Mary Ann; 
And he’s just as mad as fire, 
Mary Ann, Mary Ann! 
And he says if I come nigher, 
That he’ll raise me ten times higher 
Than the German Methodist spire, 
Mary Ann, Mary Ann! 
If to win thee I aspire, 
Mary Ann! 


Oh, I dread to see his fa-hace 
Mary Ann, Mary Ann; 
For I know he'll give me cha-hase, 
Mary Ann, Mary Ann! 
He will waltz me round the room, 
He will fart me with the broom, 
Yes, I safely may assume, 
Mary Ann, Mary Ann! 
That he’ll fire me out the roo-hoom, 
Mary Ann! 


I’m so scared I cannot slee-heep, 
Mary Ann, Mary Ann; 

For I’m struck all of a hee-heap, 
Mary Ann, Mary Ann! 

He is coming after me! 

Blood in both his eyes I see, 

Oh, wherever shall I flee-hee ? 
Mary Ann, Mary Ann! 

He will make it hot for me-he, 

Mary Ann! 
—Burlington Hawkeye. 





WHEN bed-time comes, and curtains fall, 
And round I go the doors to lock, 

Ere lamps go out my wife doth call, 
‘* Remember, dear, to wind the clock,” 


When boots are off, and for the day 
All irksome cares seem put to rout, 

I hear wife’s voice from dreamland say, 
‘* Be sure you put the kitten out.” 


When stretched between the sheets I lie, 
And heavy lids have ceased to wink, 
From trundle-bed there comes a cry, 
“ J want a dwink! I want a dwink!” 
—Chicago Tribune. 





Cu1naMAN him no lazy, slee— 
Blizzy ailee samee bee; 
Melican loafee allee day longee. 
Hate slee Chinaman blizzy so— 
Melican man him welly muchee stlongee— 
Melican man say Chinaman go! 


Melican him say Chinaman go— 
Melican jokee Chinaman go— 
Chinamafi washee collar, shirtee, 
Washee neckytlie, sockee, coatee— 
Him no sabe washee hurtee— 
Melican man heap likee votee! 
—St. Louis Times-Journal. 





A scamp pulls diamonds from a> foolish 
woman’s ears; 
And Justice locks him up in jail for twenty 


years. 

An Angell steals a hundred thousand. And 
what then ? 

The most th’ impartial law can do is jail for ten. 

The woman-puller is adjudged the worst of- 
fender; 

The Pull-man rogue is only half as bad as 
Pender. —Phila. Bulletin. 





NEVER believe the praise which is bestowed 
upon you in the vicinity,of a sample room.— 
LV. Y. Star. 

THE thoughtful tramp observes that half a 
glass of whiskey is better than no bread. — 
iV. O. Picayune. 

AN Illinois family has died from the effects of 
eating pork. Even when dead the hog appears 
to have no manners.— Phila. Kronikle-frerald. 

A BOOK-AGENT was knocked down by a street 
car the other day, and two wheels passed over 
his cheek. The car is laid up pending repairs. 
—S. F. Wasp. 

THERE is a bare possibility of the Can-can 
becoming the popular dance at Government 
balls in Ottawa, It’s necks to it already.— 
Toronto Gossiper. 

WHEN Brother Talmage asks: ‘“‘What are the 
churches doing for humanity?” it answers: 
‘Don’t know—we’re busy—ask Bro. Beecher.” 
— Keokuk Constitution. 

CONTENTMENT may be better than riches; 
but if any one wants to will us half a million 
dollars, we’ll take the chances on contentment. 
—Detroit Free Press. 


A canc of desperadoes near Yuma have hit 
upon the righteous way of stealing. They travel 
in a coach and rob all the highwaymen whom 
they meet.— Rochester Express. 

THE arrival of a New York Puck in a house- 
hold or business office is always the sign for a 
sensation and quarrel over which shall have it 
first.— Chicago Evening Journal. 

THERE is no use of talking, the busy whirligig 
of trade has to stop in this locality when a 
countrywoman prepares to climb out of a high 
spring wagon.— Wheeling Leader. 

Nort that he has performed wonders in chem- 
istry, or anything of that sort, but wouldn’t it 
be a good idea to dub Perkins the Barren Lie- 
big of America ?— Yonkers Gazette. 

Suppose that the wearing of colored stock- 
ings does poison and cause the death of ‘hun- 
dreds of women. Are not second marriages 
often happy ?—Detroit Free Press. 


PeruapPs bank failures would be less numerous 
if the managers of the institutions could manage 
not to hold a full-hand against four of a kind, 
when they played poker.—Fu/ton Times. 

CoLonEL Tuomas Scort, president of the 
Pennsylvania railroad, is sailing up the Nile 
just now, and if he gets well it will be a sort of 
Pennsylvanian Nile well.— Detroit Free Prees. 

An exchange says ‘‘ Miss Emma Abbott 
sings in a $25,000 necklace.” We trust the 
halls are kept well heated, otherwise little Emma 


might take cold.— Baltimore Every Saturday. — 


WE axe sorry that the Senate didn’t pack 
David Davis full of camphor before it ad- 
journed. It would be terrible if the moths got 
into him this summer.— Phila. Kronikle-Herald. 

Mr. Epison races and romps all over the 
house with his children, ‘‘like a squirrel,” so it 
is said. But the perfection of the electric light 
languishes, nevertheless.— Vew Haven Register. 


THE man who dodges behind his newspaper 
when a lady enters the crowded car is the man 
who piously hates a hireling ministry and refuses 
to pay his pew rent on principle. — A/bany 
Argus. 


STANLEY, while away down in Central Africa, 
discovered one or two tribes so hopelessly, des- 
pairingly, supremely ignorant, that they didn’t 
know much more than a petit jury.— Burlington 
Hawkeye. 


_TueE following message was intercepted by 
thé*Washington fost: ‘To R. B. Hayes: You 
dlam good man to John Chi-hinaman, but 
make heap foolee of selfee. Hop Sinc.”— 
Boston Post. 





InsTEaD of investing thirty-five thousand 
dollars in écarté, as was done recently in Eng- 
land, how much better if a portion of it had 
been put in a horse and cart, hey ?—Buffalo 
Every Saturday. 


‘‘An old head on young shoulders” is a very 
trite saying, which was reversed by old Buffer 
the other day, when he took the hired girl in 
his arms and she laid her head on his shoulder. 
—San Francisco Wasp. 


THE generous young fellow was somewhat 
surprised when he asked his heart’s idol if she 
could just swing on all the jewelry she desired, 
what kind would she prefer ?—and she answered 
—‘‘a gate.”— Syracuse Sunday Times. 


‘“‘A MANDAMUS,” says the Albany Argus, 
“‘has been served upon Secretary of State 
Beach.” Pshaw, a day scarcely passes that we 
don’t have more than one mandamus for some- 
thing we have published.— Whitehall Times. 


In one more month we’ll have the rose, 
Of love a true reminder, 
And, be it said, we’ll also have 
The festive organ-grinder— 
With monkey attachment. 
—New York Star. 


WHEN the head of the household arrives home 
at night and observes his oldest boy hanging his 
head in a corner, he is prepared to learn that 
he has broken the best vase in the house in early 
practice for the base-ball season. —Vew Haven 
Register. . 

An Irishman who couldn’t get his money 
deposited with one high in the Church, was 
asked why he didn’t appeal to the See. ‘‘ The 
Say? So I would,” replied Pat, with a twinkle 
in his eye, ‘if it was the Cash-payin’ Say.” — 
Cin. Saturday Night. 

AN exchange says that “ Eli Perkins knows 
more in one minute than some editors know in 
two hours and a half.”” " The editor who wrote 
this is badly off, but evidently knows what he is 
talking about. It is not for us to dispute his 
word.— Rome Sentinel. 

THERE was an old man in Montana 
At one gulp tried to gorge a banana; 
It stuck in his throat, 
And he straightway did float 
To the beautiful land of Hosanna. 
—W. Y. Star. 


“Tue young ladies of Buda-Pesth design 
their own dresses, and the more ancient they 
seem to be, the more fashionable is the young 
lady considered.” How very fashionable the 
young lady must be that dates her costume 
back to the garden of Eden.—Vew Haven Ke- 
gister, 

THE traffic in eggs in this country is estimated, 
by competent authorities, to equal $150,000,000 
per annum, New York receives in a single year 
530,000 barrels, about one-fourth of which are 
rather tumultuously presented to the Count 
Joannes when he assumes Shaksperean roles. 
—Lorristown Herald. 


Remark of severe parent to blooming daugh- 
ter upon discovering that one of the legs of the 
big chair in the parlor had been broken the 
Sunday evening previous: ‘‘ I wish you to un- 
derstand, Susan, that this chair was constructed 
with a view to the accommodation of one per- 
son at a time, and has not the strength and 
scarcely the capacity for two.”—Mewark Call. 


AtcorpDInGc to a Newburgh judge you must 
convict the liquor for being intoxicating before 
you can convict the man for selling it, because 
the Court (2 Brown, 342, and 9 Smith, 211) 
is not bound to take notice that the liquor sold 
was (7 Jones, 615) that sort of a liquor (5 
Robinson, 82). Meanwhile the man (Hic, 
714) who drank the liquor was licking his wife 
with a young maple tree (4 Equity Reports, 
917).—V. Y. Herald. 
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A COUP D’ETAT. 


If little seeds by slow degree 

Put forth their leaves and flowers unheard, 
Our love had grown into a tree, 

And bloomed without a single word. 


I haply hit on six o’clock, 

The hour her father came from town; 
I gave his own peculiar knock, 

And waited slyly, like a clown. 


The door was open. There she stood, 
Lifting her mouth’s delicious brim. 
How. could I waste a thing so good ? 
I took the kiss she meant for him. 


A moment on an awful brink— 
Deep breath, a frown, a smile, a tear, 
And then, “ O, Robert, don’t you think 
That that was rather—cavalier a 


’ 
THE WICKED “PLAY-PEOPLE.” 
‘*Write me down an ass.’’—SHAKSPERE. 

When pastors, in ignorance, try to define, 

And in toto condemn all stage playing; 
’Twould be wiser in them to distinguish the line 
Between preaching and praying—and bray- 

ing. —/unius in Phila. Record. 





A Geneva professor recently expressed his 
sorrow that Americans “leave so large a slice 
of their religion at home.” It would puzzle one 
to tell where the Genevoise leave theirs.— 
Boston Post. 


A wRITER on household adornment says: 
‘‘One can easily transform a long and unin- 
teresting parlor into a series of small artistic 
rooms, full of sentiment. Gather there easy- 
chairs, foot-stools, lounges strewn with pillows, 
work-stands, writing-tables, jardinieres, bits of 
Buhl furniture, screens, etc.” Oh, yes; these 
trifles cost comparatively nothing. And you 
might also bring up the wood-horse and saw, 
and the washing-machine, and fill in with two 
or three rosewood pianos, and strew a few coal- 
sieves over the floor, and hang the wash-boiler 
and several iron pots on the walls—and you 
will be surprised at the effect.—Vorristown He- 
rald. 








CAN CATARRH BE CURED? 


We say it can, even the worst cases. Testimonials by the 
hundreds prove it has been done by the use of POND’S EX- 
TRACTS. The value of our Extract in all Catarrhal affections 
has inducedus to pre are a remedy 

POND’S EXTRACT CATARRH CURE, 
especially adapted to diseases of the nasal organ. "The base of 
this preparation is POND’S EXTRACT in combination with 
other well-known ingredients, which makes it the best, surest, 
safest and quickest cure for the diseases for which it is intended. 
Price, 75 cents. Our Nasal Syringe for applying the cure is of 
great value. Price only 25 cents. 

Prepared by the POND’S EXTRACT CO., New York and 
London. Sold by druggists and at 98 Maiden Lane. 





SOZODONT. To preserve the teeth and keep them pure 
and white, to prevent their decay, there is no preparation in the 
market equal to SOZODONT - To preserve the gums in a natur- 
ally hard and healthy condition, there is ng superior to SOZO- 
DONT. To purify and sweeten the breath there is no rival to 
SOZODONT. For a perfect mouth there is no recipe like the use 
of SOZODONT. Consequently it is no wonder that the popularity 
of SOZODON?7 as a dentifrice has no bounds. All Druggists 
keep it. 





RN LS RRS OAR RC IR INE TIS NR 
Beware of Counterfeits and Imitations! 


BOKER’S BITTERS. 


The best Stomach Bitters known, containing most valu- 
able medicinal properties in all cases ef Bowel complaints; a 
sure specific against Dyspepsia, Fever and Ague, &c. A fine 
cordial in itself, iftaken pure. It is also most excellent for 
mixing with other cordials, wines, &c. Comparatively the 
cheapest Bitters in existence. 


L. FUNKE, Jr., Sole Agont, P. 0. Box 1029, 78 John St., N.Y. 


NomorRE RHEUMATISM, 


Gout, Gravel, or Diabetes. 


Schlumberger’s harmless, infallible French Salicylates relieves 
within 12 hours, cures within 4 days. Box $1, postage free. Only 
depot in New York at 284 Sixth Ave. 

L. A. PARIS & CO., General Agents for U. S. 

Caution.—Other so-called agents for these medicines sell home- 
made counterfeits. 








BF- J.G. B. SIEGERT & SONS’ 
WORLD-RENOWNED 


ANGOSTURA BITTERS. 


This most invigorating tonic is justly celebrated for its exquisite 
flavor and extraordinary MEDICAL virtues. 
iw wid all pee druggists, grocers and liquor dealers. 
ancox, Sole Agent for the United States, 51 Broadway, 


Now ¥ York. P.O. Box, 2610.—Geo. Wuppermann, Manager. 


FRACRANT VANITY FAIR. 


A NEW CIGARETTE gotten up in honor of the Paris Award. 
Each Cigarette bears cut of the Paris Medal and brand, Parisian 
style. Our Tobacco and Cigarettes are better than ever, and 
ne mage for Purity, Delicacy and Excellence. S ecial size 

SIGN, to with any NAME, MONOGRAM, CREST or DE- 

iN, to Bay at $5 for 500. Samples on receipt 

< pee e stamp. Samples of our Asthmatic and 
Ca rh ee EN each, 25e. by mail. Psertess To- 

M.S KIMBALL & CO., Rochester, N. Y. 


A CARD. 


To all who are suffering from the errors and indiscretions of 
youth, nervous weakness, early decay, loss of manhood, &c. 1 
will send a recipe that will cure you, FREE OF CHARGE. This 
sr remedy was discovered by a missionary in South America. 

end a self-addressed envelope to the Rev. Josern T. InMAN, 
Station D, Biste House, New York Cirvy. 


Patents, Trade Marks 


are promptly secured by the Patent Office of 


PAUL GOEPEL, 


Staats-Zeitung Building, Tryon Row, New York. 


ADVICE AND PAMPHLET FREE. 


Goepel’s Classified, Trademark-Record “open to free in- 
spection. 





BAccO Works. 











Publisher of “‘DER TECHNIKER, ”*? a semi-monthly Journal, 
in the German Language, devoted to ‘the progress of Science, In- 
vention and the Trades. ‘Terms of Subscription: $2.40 per year, 
in Advance, including Postage. Sample copies free. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


363 CANAL ST., N. Y., 


offer great Bargains in 


WATCHES, DIAMONDS JEWELRY, STER. 
LING SILV ER AND 1 TRIPL PLE PLATED 


WEDDING “1 ‘foupar GIFTS 
in endless variety at close prices. 











EsTABLISHED 1838. 


OTTO LEWIN, 


The well known Artist Photographer, 
989 THIRD AVE.,S. E. Cor. 59th St., 
294 BOWERY, above Houston St. 











PHOTOGRAPHER, 


347 East 14th Street, 
Between rst & 2nd Aves., New York.—Closed on Saturdays only. 


HEAPEST BOOKSTORE IN THE WORLD. 
63,672 S$ Books 





75,276 Miscellaneous American Books, 


AT OUR PRICE. 


726 Second Hand Books. 


aT "ANY PRICE. 


an CCAT of General OTH free. 


LEGCA ERS, 


Beexman 4 near new TH Offi 


CM LiSery 


OLD ESTABLISHED AND WELL-KNOWN 





DENTAL ROOMS, 


No. 6 EH. 14th Street, near Sth Ave. 

Whole and Partial Sets Beautiful Mineral Continuous Gum 
Teeth, $2.50, $5.00, $10.00, upwards, Decayed Teeth filled ina 
superior manner without pain, so as to preserve them for life with 
ure Gold, genuine Platina, Amalgam, Bone, &c., $1.00 upwards. 
eeth cleaned in a harmless manner so as to give them the white- 
ness of ivory $1.00. Teeth extracted without _ 

Everything warranted as represented, and the best materials 
ast in every case. PARTICULAR ATTENTION PAID TO CHILDREN’S 
Tgetx. Open Evenings and Sundays. 


Reticd, a OFFICE 
Philippine Dieffenbach - Truchsess, 


162 West 23rd St., bet. Gth & 7th Aves., N. Y. 








Late 389 CaNat STREET. 


SPRING, 1879. 
WOOLENS. 


ARNOLD, CONSTABLE & CO., 


Will offer at RETAIL this week a new assortment of 


NEW COLORINGS IN 


ULSTER CHEVIOTS 


and COATINGS, 
MELTON SUITINGS 


and OVERCOATINGS 


FRENCH CLOTHS. 


IN SPRING SHADES 


FOR LADIES’ WALKING SUITS, 
CHILDREN’S CLOAKING, &c., &c. 


BROADWAY, COR. (9th ST. 


Nouveautes de Soies. 
SPRING IMPORTATION. 


Arnold, Constable & Co. 


Have opened a magnificent assortment of 


SATIN FACONNE, ARMURE PEKINS, 


LOUISINES, 


(CHECKED, STRIPED AND PLAIN COLORS), 
SATIN FINISH FOULARDS, 
SATIN STRIPE CHINTZ PEKINS, 
Brocades, 
and Plain Colored 
Failles and Taffetas, 


BRIDAL SATINS AND SILKS, 


ALSO, 


BLACK SILKS. 


WA TERED STRIPES, 
SATINS, &c., 


SELECTED FROM THE MOST 


POPULAR MAKERS an¢ at 
MODERATE PRICES. 


BROADWAY, corner 19th STREET. 


Isaac Smith's Umbrellas 


QINGHAM, 227 s2....$1 00 
GUANACO, steak, -- 200 
SILK; paragon frame ..... 250 
FINE SILK UMBRELLAS 
IN GREAT VARIETY. 
Umbrellas and Parasols 
to Order and Repaired. 
CANES in every style—a large assoriment- 
36 FULTON ST., near Pearl. 
104 BROADWAY, near Wall. 


1188 BROADWAY, near a2gth st. 
405 BROADWAY, near Canal. 











Ss 
ESTABLISHED A. D. 1802. 





In Memoriam Brigham Young. 


To supply the demand for the above named 
Illustration, another Edition of the Cartoon 
has been published, and can be obtained from 
any Newsdealer or from the 





Office of Puck, 
13 N. William street. 





























PUCK. | 
PATENT COVERS |FETTRTZ’ PORTRAITS, 


FOR 
Madison Square, New York. 


FILING “PUCK” 


Price $1.00. 


FOR SALE AT THE “PUCK” 
OFFICE, 
13 North William St. 


BACK NUMBERS 
“PUCK” 


Can be Supplied on Demand. 





COPYRIGHTED. 
IMPORTERGAND MANUFACTURER OF 


GENTLEMEN’ S HATS 
174 Fifth Ave., 169 Broadway, 


Between 22d and 23d Streets. Near Cortlandt Street, 
NEW YORK. 








CGERNIAN 


STUDENT LAMP, 


Complete only $4 69. 


9 . THE CELEBRATED 


ADDRESS; 


Highest Awards: Paris, Vienna, eituidastaaae and New York. 
Willmer & Rogers 


NEWS COMPANY, BRANCH: 
81 Beekman 8t., New York.1OTd Post Office Building, Nassau Str., New York. 








ALso THE Famous 


Vienna Coffee Pot, 


ALL SIZES. 








SOT ROSS C SSH 
at 





fa A. HELLER & BRO., ; 
Ur 35 & 37 Broad St., and 39 & 41 First Ave., * 


are the only Importers of 


HUNGARIAN WINES, 


92 


IMPORTED ONLY BY 


E. D. FORD, 


HOUSE-FURNISHING, 


ARDWERE: CHINA, GLASS, 
CUTLERY. SILVERWARE AND 
: OOKING UTENSILS. 


92 


ty2; 3, 12, 13, 15, 1oatP-cooren eae N. Y. CITY. 


~ MATHESIUS & FREY, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


CABINET 





Liquors and 


in the United States and 
and personally attending to 
directly from the Wine- growers 
districts of Hungary, and are 
of Wines and Liquors for 
at reasonable prices. Orders 
be promptly attended to, and 


Crown Champagne, 


Canada, who are regularly 
the selection of their Wines 
in the most renowned Wine 
. able to furnish the very best 
Family and Medicinal use, 
left at the above places will 
delivered free of charge. 


CIO. DTC GORGCIOITE MNLIONGS 





BRANCH: No, # Union Square, with elegant Winerooms and Restaurant. 


DING GORTC HOSTO FORGO TON 


FURNITURE 


Upholstery, Decorations, <c., 
at Prices to suit the times. Every Article guaranteed. 


91 BLEECKER S8T., NEW YORK. 


ROYAL HAVANA LOTTERY 


Grand Extraordinary Drawing, 
which will take piace April 8th, 1879. 

1 Grand Prize of 1,000,000 Pesos; 1 Grand Prize of 2co,000 Pesos; 
x Grand Prize of 100,000 Pesos; 1 Grand Prize of 50,000 Pesos; 
xr Grand Prize of 25,000 Pesos;; 8 Prizes of 10,000 each—80,000 
Pesos; 8 Prizes of 5,000 each—40,009 Pesos; 9 Approximations of 
4,000 each—36,000 Pesos; 9 Approximations of 3,000 each—27,000 
Pesos; g Approximations of 2,000'each—18 ,000 Pesds ; 674 Approxi- 
mation Prizes - moee 074-000 Pesos. 











DONG 








2,250,000 PESOS. 
For further particulars address 


M. A. MARTINEZ & CO., Bankers, 
10 Wall Street, New York. 


YOU CAN BUY A WHOLE 


. IMPERIAL AUSTRIAN 


JOO FLORIS VIENNA CITY GOVERNMENT SOND, 


which Bonds are issued and secured by the Government, 
..and are redeemed in drawings 


FOUR TIMES ANNUALLY, 


unti! each and every Bond is drawn with a larger or smaller 
Premium. Every Bond must draw a prize, as there are 


NO BLANKS. 
The three highest prizes amount to 
200,000 FLORINS, 
50,000 FLORINS, 
30,000 FLORINS, 


and Bonds not drawing one of the above Prizes must draw a 
Premium of not less than 


130 FLORINS. 
The next drawing takes place on the 


FIRST OF APRIL 1879. 


and every Bond bought of us on or before the first of Apriz, is 
entitled to the whole premium that may be drawn thereon on that 
date. 

Out-of-town orders, sent in REGISTERED LETTERS and in- 
closing $5, will secure one of these Bonds for the next drawing. 
For Orders, circulars or any other information address 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING CO., 


185 CHATHAM SQUARE (Bank Building), N. Y. City. 
ESTABLISHED SINCE 1874. 
N.B.—In writing, please state you saw this in the English Puck. 


L. DE VENOGE, 


41 South William Street, New York. 


CENERAL ACENT. 
Fer Sale by all the Principal Wine 
Merchants and Grocers. 


HAMANN & KOCH. 
Red No. 9 Maiden Lane. 
IMPORTERS OF PARIS CLOCKS. 
DEALERS IN-AMERICAN AND SWISS WATCHES, 


AND ALL KINDS OF JEWELRY. 
Remember the Red 9. 





THE PUREST CHAMPAGNE 
‘S§ ‘N JHL NI G31N0dWI 


Wit 








*“PIPER-HEIDSIECK.” We guarantee this medinm 
dry wine to be superior in quality to any other CHAMPAGNE 
without regard to cost. 


PIPER “SEC” is more adapted to the German and Eng 
lish taste; is without bitterness and acidity, and dryer than 
= 4 ae imported. It leaves the most delicious after-taste on 
the palate 


SoLE AGENTS IN THE UNITED STATES AND CANADA, 


JOHN OSBORN, SON & CO., 


FOUNDED IN 1836, 
45 Beaver Street, N. Y., 
And 44 St. Sacrament Street, Montreal. 


C. PFAFF’S RESTAURANT, 


9 W. 24th St., near Broadway, N. Y. 


Breakfast from 7 A. M. to 1 P. M. 50 cents.—Table d’hote from 
6—8 p. M. $1.00, incl, { bottle wine. 


Meals at all hours. Furnished rooms to let. 


| — | 
GAR E TTE | | 
LNA TOBACCO 


“THE BEST ALL TOBACCO. CIGARETTE. 
Sold by all Dealers and Manufactured by B. POLLAK, N. Y. 


NICOLL, the Tailor, 


pcg Bowery. 

PANTS to order $3.00 to $10.00 
SUITS to order $12.00 to $40.00 
OVERODATS to order... cccccccccce ccccecs Sati ol $12.00 upward 


















































PUCK. 


15 








PARIS ET NEW YORK. 






. 


DR. COUNOD’S HACIENDA. 


Laboratory, 





DR. GOUNOD’S STANDARD PREPARATIONS, 


PARIS ET NEW YORE. 


CERTIFICATE OF ANALYSIS. 
METROPOLITAN LABORATORY, 
New York, November 1, 1878. 
Dr. GOUNOD has submitted to me a specimen of his SANDA- 
LINE, SANDALINE ELIXIR and SANDALINE LOTION, 
together with a full description of his process of preparation. I have 
carefully analyzed and investigated the same, and find that the pre- 
parations contain no mineral or other injurious substances, but, on 
the contrary, are calculated, in my judgment, to fully answer the 
objects for which they are intended, and I should not hesitate to 
use them in my private practice, believing, as I do, that they are 
an ingenious and scientific chemical combin«tion hitherto unknown. 
L. F. ALDRIDGE. M.D., 

Professor Chemistry and Microscopy M. M. College, N.Y. 





New York, November 2, 1878, 

IT have given Dr. GOUNOD’S SANDALINE PREPARA- 
TIONS a fair trial in my private practice, and found them just as 
represented, and the best diuretics, cathartics and tonics I have 
ever employed. J. V. LANSING, M.D. 


TESTIMONIALS. 


A REMARKABLE CURE OF RHEUMATISM. 
Cuicaco, IIl., September 23,:1878. 
Dr, E, J. Gounop, New York : 

1 am happy to state, in response to your inquiry, that I am now 
entirely well having been able, for the first time in three years, to 
walk without crutch or stick last week, and have been out on busi- 
ness to-day. My case had been one of so long standing that I had 
lost all hope of ever recovering; but, thanks to your SANDALINE, 
I am a well man again. If anyone has suffered with rheumatism 
in nearly every joint of his body, as I have for ten years, and after 
trying everything I could hear of, is finally cured a few bottles 
of SANDALINE, he should be willing to let you refer to him. Iam 
very willing, and remain yours truly, ANDREW V, STOUT. 


ANOTHER WONDERFUL CASE. 
New Beprorp, November 13, 1879. 





Dr. Gounop & Co.: 

My leg has entirely healed up, which is the first time in erghteen 
years. ft doesn’t even itch now. I waited so long before answer- 
ing you to see if it might not relapse. I thought the news was too 
~~ to be true, but it is true, and now I can stand by it as well as 

can on my leg that was sore, and is now as strong and good as 
the other, I thank you very much for this. 

L. P. STONEFIELD. 


en 


Monroe, Mich., Noven ber 14, 1878. 
Dear Dr. Gounop: 

I have no objection to you usin 
gravel stones and urinary deposits, which I had for six years without 
relief, until SANDALINE and SANDALINE LOTION entirely 
cured me. I owe you a debt of gratitude for it. 

Ever yours sincerely _M. J. BERGEN. 


my name as a sufferer from 





6a Pi 
Sandaline,”’ 


THE GREAT DIURETIC, 





EAU DE COLOGNE DE 


‘““SANDALINE,” 


THE MOST PUNGENT AND REFRESHING 
EXTRACT KNOWN. 


“Sandaline Elixir,” 


THE GREAT TONIC. 


“SANDALINE” 
HAIR LIFE, 


RESTORES HAIR ON BALD HEADS OR MONEY REFUNDED 


‘““SANDALINE LOTION,” 


SURE PREVENTIVE. 














« Eau de Cologne de Sandaline,” the most pungent and refresh: 
ing extract ever introduced to America. ‘Sandaline Hair Life’ 
restores hair on bald heads and is an elegant clean hairdressing. 
“ Sandaline’’ and ‘‘Sandaline Elixir’’ alternated will positively 
cure the most obstinate cases. ‘‘ Sandaline Lotion’’ should be 
used externally, in the bath, &c., as a preventive of any contagious 
disease; it also beautifies the complexion. Price $1 each. Any of 
the above, used as directed, will do just as recommended, or 
money refunded. Parlor office, 5 West 14th St, Dr. Gounod’s new 
medical work, ‘‘ The Secrets of the Human Body,”’ now ready. 





THESE WERE CURED BY 


SANDALINE. 


Dr. Gounop: New York, October 8, 1878, 

Dear Sir—Having learned of your SANDALINE from a friend 
who had used it successfully in Europe, where, he informed me, it 
was well and favorably known, I was fo: tunate enough to be able 
to obtain two bottles of it here, and used it according to directions, 
sending to Europe for more. 

The result simply astonished me and all my friends. It cuRED 
ME. I had been PRONOUNCED INCURABLE by the best physicians in 
this city, and having, as a final effort, applied to the professor at 
the College Clinic, heard him tell the students: *‘ Diagnosis clear; 
Bnght’s disease, third stage; tncuRABLE.’’ I HAD GIVEN UP ALL 
HopEs, and only took your preparation as a drowning man s 
astraw. But I Founp IT My¥ SALVATION. Eight bottles did the 
complete work. You are at liberty to refer to me. 

B. BRODIE, 135 West Seventy-fourth St, 





Carro, Ill., December 27, 1878. 

GENTLEMEN—I received the third package of SANDALINE and 
SANDALINE LOTION yesterday, and also your lettér 6finquiry. 
In reply I can say that SANDALINE has proved, itself a quick 
and thorough remedy for chills and fever in my family, where other 
remedies had failed, and I most heartily recommend it to all who 
are similarly afflicted, I never saw anything do so well as the 
SANDALINE LOTION you directed me to apply over the liver 
on a bandage. You may publish this letter, 

AiR. SIMMONS. 


Yours respectfully, 
252 West ErGureentu St., N.Y., Név. 24, 1878. 
Dr. Gounop, New York: 

Dear Sir—With a grateful heart I desire to say that, having suf- 
fered from epilepsy in its worst form for severai years, with seven 
or eight attacks a day, and after trying the best physicians in 
New York, your SANDALINE has entirely cured me, I have not 
had a fit in over a year, and feel well and strong. 

Yours respectfully, WILLIAM F. TASKER. 





Dr. E. J. Gounon? Nasunua, N, H., November 4, 1878. 
Dear Sir—You may publish my case now. I feel that I owe it 
to the community, as well as to yourself. Through want of expe- 
rience in my youth, I had become a wreck, and suffered for years 
from complete mental, nervous and physical prostration. SANDA- 
LINE cured me, and I am now well and strong. E. M. THROOP. 





New Haven, September 30, 1878. 

I would certify that I have been a great sufferer from a compli- 
cation of female disorders for several years, and that Dr. 
GONUOD’S SANDALINE, used socceding to his directions, 
cured me, 5 Mrs. W. L. MASON. 
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WOULD VOTEE! VOTEE!! VOTEE!!! 


»* 


THIS CHINESE QUESTION WOULD BE SETTLED I 








